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And as I earrieftlydid fixe mine eye 
Vpon che wafted •building,fuddaincly 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall : 
I made vnto the noyf e,when foonc I heard, 
The crying babe control'd with this dilcourfe : 
Peace Taw ny :flaue,haife me,and halfc thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whole brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent chee, but jhy Mothers looke, 
Villainc thou might'ft haue bene an Emperour. 
But where Bull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They neuer do*beget acole-.blacke-Calfe ; 
Peace,viilainerpeace,euen thus he rates the babe, 
For 1 mu ft bffare thee to a trufty Goth, 
Who when he knowes thou aruhc Emprcffe babe, 
Will hold thee dearcly for. thy. Mothers lake* 
With this/ny weapon draw.ne I rufht vpon him, 
Surpriz'd hjmfuddainely,and brought him hither 
To vfc,asyou thinke nceedcfull of the man. 

Luci. Oh worthy Gotb/this.is the incarnate dcuill, 
That rob'd Andromcus of his good hand 
This is the Pcarle that plcafd your Emprcffe eye, 
And heere's the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft. 
Say wall-cy\i flaue,whcthcr would'ft thou conuay ! 
This growing Image of.thy fiend-like face ( 
Why dolihotfpeakc i what deafc?Nota word? 
A halter Souldiers,hang hifn.on this Tree, 
And fey hi$;fide hisFruite of Raftardie. 

Ar on. Jouc.hnottheBoy,hcis of Roy all blood. 

Luci. Tog like the Syjeior.euer being good. 
Firft hang the Child that he. may fee it fprall, 
A fight.tp yexc the Fathers. foule withal!, 

Aran. Gef me a Ladder Lucius Jmc the Childe, 
And beare it from me to the Empreffe : 
Jfthoii do this Jle fhe.w thee .wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to heare ; 
If thou wilt not,befall what may befall, 
He fpeakc no more : but vengeance rot you all. 

Jjttcu Say on, and if it pl&fc me which thou fpeak'ft, 
Thy child fhali liue,and I will fee itNouriflit. 

Aran. And ifit pleafe thee ? why afture thee Lucius t 
'Twill ycxe thy foule to heare what I fhall fpcake : 
For I muft talke of Mu rthct$,Rapes,and Maffacres, 
A6te of BIackc~night,abhomina,ble Deeds, 
Cpmplotsiof MiCchiefe,Tr.eafon,Villanie$ 
Ruthfull toheare,yet pittioufly preformed, 
And this foal] alj be buried by my death, 
Vnleffe thou fweare to me my Childe fhall Iiue. 

Luci. ;TelJ on. thy: mincle, 
I fay thy Childe fiia'l! hue, 

Aron. Swcare that he fhall,and then I will begin* 

Luci. Whodiould ifweareby, 
Thojii.b.elccucftnoGod; 
Thatgraunted^how can'ftthou beleeuc an oath ? 

Aron. What if I do nor,as indeed I do not, 
Yet for I know tkou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee,called Confcience, 
With twenty Popi.fh crickes^nd Ceremonies, 
Which 1 haue fecne thee carefull to obferue ; 
Therefore I vrgc thy oath,for that I know 
An Idfot holds his Bauble for a God, 
Andkecpes the oath which by that God hefweares, 
To that lie vrge him : therefore thou (halt vow 
By that lame God,what God foerc it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence, 
To faue my 8oy,to nourifh and bring him vp, 
Ore elfc I will difcouer nought to thee. 


TheTragedie of Titus ^Andronicus. 


Luci. EuenbymyGod l fweareto^TtJieTr^ - 
^ron. Firft know thou, cnce I Will, 

I be got him on the Empreffe, 

Luci. Oh rnoft Infatiateluxurious woman I 

Aron. Tut Lucius was but a deed of Ch • • 

Tojthat which thou fhalt heare of me anon ^3 

'Twas her two Sonnes that murdered ^^M m 

They cut thy Sifters tonguc,arrdrauiftt her ' 
And cut her hands off, and crira'd her as th6u fit**** 

Lucius. Ohdeteftablevillaine! itf 
Call'ft thou that Trimming ? 

Aron. Why flic was waiht,and cut,and trim 3 /] 
And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doin V- 

Luci. Oh barbarous beaftly villaines like thv S f°iri 

tAron. Indeede,I was their Tutor to inftru^ /^ ' 
That Coddingfpirit had they from their Moche 
As furc a Card as euer wonne the Set: f> 
That bloody minde I thinke they learned of me 
As true a Dog as euer fought at head. 
Wel!,let my Deeds be witneffc of my worth: 
1 trayn'dthy Brethcren to that guileful! Hole 
VV here the dead Corps ofHaJfianus lay : 
I wrote the Letter,that thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mentiorvd. 
Confederate with the Quecne,and her two Sonnes 

And what not donc,that thou haft cauic to rue * 
Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifcheife in it. ' 
1 play'd the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when 1 had ir,drew my felfe apart, 
And almoft broke my heart with extreamc laughter, 
Juried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 
When for his hand,he had his two Sonnes head*, 
Beheld his tearcs,and laught fo hartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainie like to his : 
And when I told the Emprcffe of this fport, 
She founded almoft at my plesfing tale, 
And for my tyding$,gaue mc twenty kiffcs. 

Goth. What canft thou fay all this,and neuer bluflif 

Aron, I,like a blacke Doggers the faying is. 

Luci. Art thou not forry for thefe haiwms deedes? 

Aron. I, that I had not done a thoufand more: 
Eucn now I curfe the day,and yet I thinke 
Few come within few compaffe of my curfe, 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elfe deuife his death, 
RauiQi a Maid,or plot the way to do it, 
Accufe fome Innocent ) and foriweave my felfe, 
Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 
Make poorc mens Gattell breake their neckes, 
Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackcs in the night, 
And bid the Owners quench them with the teares : 
Ofc haue I dig'd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vpright at their deere Friends doore, 
Eaen when their forrowes almoft W3s forgot, 
And on their skinncs.as on the Barke of Trees, 
Haue with my knife earned in Romaine Letters, 
Let not your forrow die, though I am deach 
Tut,I haue done a thoufand dreadfull things 
As willingly,as one would kill a Flv, 
And nothing greeues me hartily indcede. 
Bur that I cannot doe ten thoufind more. 

Luci, Bring downethe diuell,for he muft not die 
Sofweec a death as hanging preiemly. 

Aron. If there be diue!s,wr w\A i were a dcuill, 
To Jiue and burne in cucrlafting fire, 
So I might haue your company in hell, ^ 


TheTrage die ofTttus lAndr omcus. 


^T^rVt you with niybitter tongue. 
8 at 10 . cS flop his mouth,& let him fpcake no more. 

r th My Lcrd,there is a Mcffcnger from Rome 
n files to be admitted to your prefence. 

its Let him come neere. ^ 

.7 ' c f w /^,what the ncwes from Rome ? 

Pmi Lord L«ww,and you Princes of the Gothcs, 
T , Ro ' m aine Emperour grectes you all by me, 
]n . for hc V ndcrftands vou are in Armes, 
{! craues a parly at your Fathers houfe 
Lin- you co demand your Hoftages, 
inathey tballbe immediately deliuered. 

Lb. What faies ourGencrall ? 

uc. SmlliusMt the Emperour giue his pledges 
Vnto 'my Fathered my Vncle Marc*i 9 llourilb. 
j Bd W c will come : march away. Exeunt ♦ 

Entsr Tamorat^ndher mo Sonnes difgmfed. 

fm* Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliamcnt^ 
t will encounter with Andronicm, 
AndfayJ am Reucnge fent from below, 
foioyne with him and right bis hainous wrongs : 
K'nockc at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, 
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
jellhimRcucngeiBcomcco ioyne with htm, 
And worke confufion on his Enemies, 

They knoche and Titm of ens hu ftudy dore. 

fit. Whc doth moileft my Contemplation ? 
Jsityour tricke to make me ope the dore, 
That fo my fad decrees may flie away, 
And all my ftudie be to no effect ? 
You are deceiu'd,for what I meane to do, 
Scehecre in bloody lines I haue fet downe : 
And what is written fhall be executed. 

fw Ti'f«i,Iamcometo talke with thee> 

Tit. No not a word : how can 1 grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giue it a&ion, 
Thou haft the ods of me.therefoi e no more. 

Tm. Ifthoudid'ftknowme, 
Thou woul J'ft talke with mc. 

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witneffc this wretched ftump, 
Witneffe thefe crimfon lines, 
Witneffc thefe Trenches made by griefe and care, 
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauic night, 
Witneffe all forrow,that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamorai 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thou fad mari,X am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemie,and I thy Friend, 
I am Reuenge fent from trnnfernalllCingdome, 
i To cafe the gnawing Vulture of the mind, 

By working wreakcfull vengeance on my Foes : 
Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confcrre with me of Murder and of Death, 
Ther's not a hollow Cane or lurking place, 
No Vaft obfcurity,or Mifty vale, 
Where bloody Murthcr or detefted Rape, 
Can couch for feare.but I will finde them out, 
And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 
Reucngc,which makes the foule offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou ReuengePand art thou fent to me, 
To be a torment to mine Enemies ? 
Tam. I am,thereforc come downe and welcome me. 


Tit. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee : 
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder ftands, 
New giue fome furancc that thou art Reuenge, 
Stab them ,or tear c them on thy Chariot wheeics, 
And then He come and be thy W aggoner, 
And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 
Prouide thee two proper palfries ? as blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away, 
And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 
I will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele, 
Trot like a Scruile footeman all day long, 
Eucn from Eptons rifing in the Eaft, 
Vntill his very downefail in the Sea. 
And day by day He do this heauy taske, 1 
So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn. Thefe arc my Miniftcra,and come with me. 
Tit. Arc them thy Mi lifters, what are they call'd? 
Tarn. Rape and Murder,thcrefore called fo, 
Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind ofmen. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreffe Sobs they arc, 
And you the Emprcffe : But wc worldly snen, 
Haue mifcrable mad miftaking eyes : 
Oh fwect Reuenge t now do I come to thee, 
And if one armes imbracemcnt will content Aee, ! 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by* 

Tarn. This clofing with hira.fits his Lunacie, 
What ere I forge to fcede his braine-fickefits, 
Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpceches, 
For now he firmely rakes me for Reuenge, 
And being Credulous in this mad thought^ 
He make him fend for Luc'mKxs Sonne, 
And whil'ftl at a Banquet hold him fure, 
lie find fome cunning pra&ifc out of hand 
To fcatter and difperfc the giddie Gothes, 
Or at the leaft make them his Enemies : 
See heerc he comes.and I muft play my theame a 

Tit. Long haue 1 bene forIorne,and all for thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woefull boufe, 
Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 
How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are. 
W ell are you fitted,had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ? 
, For well I wote the Empreffe neuer wagsj 

But in her company there is a Moore, 
{ And would you reprcfent our Qucene aright 
' It were conuenientyou had fuch a deuill: 
But welcome as you are,what fhall we doe ? 

Tarn. What would'tt thou haue vs doe Andronictu} 
"Dem. Shew me a Murthercr,lle deale with him. 
Chi. Shew me a Viliaine that bath' done a Rape, 
And I am fent to be reueng'd on him. 

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand that haue done thee wrong, 
And He be reuenged on them all. 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked ftreets of Rome* 
And when thou find'ft a roan that's like thy felfe, 
Good Murder ftab him,hee's a Murtherer. 
Goc thou with him, and when it isthy hap' 
To finde another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine ftab him,he is a Rauifher. 
Go thou with them,and in the Empcrours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 
Well maift thou know h$r by thy owne proportion, 
For vp and downe fhe doth refembie thee. 
I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 
They haue bene violent to me and thine. , 
\ ee Tomora.f 


